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PREFATORY NOTE. 



I must thank the Editors of the Sydney 

Bulletin and Flashes for their kind permission 

to include in this collection poems that appeared 

in those journals. 

A.A.D.B. 
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INTRODUCTORY POEM TO THE GODDESS OF 
SONG. 



These vessels of verse, great Goddess, are filled 
with invisible tears, 

IVith the sobs and sweat of my spirit and her de- 
solate brooding for years ; 

See, I lay them — not on thine altar for they are too 
worthless and plain. 

Not rounded enough by the potter, too much burnt 
in the furnace of pain. 

But here in the dust, in the shadow, with a sudden 
wild leap of the heart 

And kneel to tenderly kiss them then in silence 
arise and depart. 
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Page 63, line 2, for *' sapphirine of blue," read- 
''sapphirine blue." 

Page 29, Hne 11, for ** his," reorf— ** this." 

„ 133, „ 9 „ -it," „ -its." 
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THE QUEEN OF THE CHERUBS. 

I heed not my hardships though heavy they be, 

For a beautiful angel is waiting for me 

With a train of young cherubs that make melody. 

How can I be lonely when she is so near ? 

For my beautiful angel, the queen of her sphere. 

Oft leaves her bright kingdom to visit me here. 

I know when my lady is hitherward bound 
By the delicate odour and exquisite sound 
From garlanded shadows that hover around. 

But not till the moonlight has silvered the gloom 
Glides the queen of the cherubin into my room 
With a cluster of virginal lilies in bloom. 
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18 THE QUEEN OF THE CHERUB8. 

She bends o*er me softly aud kisses my brow 
With such love and compassion as iiU me with woe 
To think my bright angel is troubled also. 

And my pillow is showered with gossamer tresses, 
And my heart how it throbs and my soul how it 

blesses 
My woes that could bring such angel caresses. 

With eyes full of yearning she fades from my sight 
And leaves me heart-broken to toil through the night, 
To restlessly toss till the dawning of light. 

But once o'er those lily-blooms perfect and white 

Hung a soft misty halo of luminous light, 

A cloud of faint radiance that made tlie room bright. 

Perplexed and in wonder I gazed — and behold I 
Just near on my pillow with cLispings of gold 
Lay a book of such beauty as cannot be told. 



Digitized by 



Google 



THE QUEEN OF THE CHERUBS. 19 

I glanced at its title and trembled with fear, 
For its letters of light were terribly clear : 
** Thy life up-to-date is chronicled here." 

Then something within me impelled me to read ; 
Oh God ! how I flinched as I came to each deed 
Of animal passion, of lust and of greed. 

And those sisterly lilies were smitten with blight, 
And horrible laughter transfixed me with fright ; 
It seemed as though demons were laughing with 
spite. 

As though the black pit had belched into my room 
Its unhallowed shapes and phantoms of gloom 
To mock and to drag me down to my doom. 

How I craved to pass over those pages and shun 
Each damning dark record of all I had done, 
But something compelled me to read every one. 
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20 THE QUEEN OF THE CHERUBS. 

My few acts of goodness shone out clear and bright ; 
My tortures departed, the phantomis took flight, 
And those sensitive lilies recovered their light. 

I heard the faint singing of angels in heaven ; 

I felt the pure rapture of spirits forgiven — 

The joy of those spirits with whom I had striven. 

And a faint subtle odour pervaded the room — 

A delicate odour of lilies in bloom. 

With a waft of the Master's white rose's perfume. 



Digitized by 



Google 



K - '^' 



THE KINGDOM OF DELIGHT. 

In a soft blue silky sea 
Murmuring melodiously, 
With a broad beach smooth and white 
Dreams the island of delight. 
In the far west you behold 
Streams that beam like molten gold 
Till they reach huge mountain walls 
And go down in waterfalls. 
Some abruptly bend and shake 
Themselves into careless flake. 
Some drop sheer and seem to fail 
Half-way, thence collect and trail 
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22 THE KINGDOM OF DELIGHT. 

Downward, a divided veil — 
A bridal veil so very white 
It almost melts into the light. 
Some with breadths majestical 
Monotonously sliding fall 
With an intense noiseless sound, 
Self-absorbing and profound. 
Heard drowsily for leagues around. 
It is bliss to lie at ease 
Beneath the shade of olive trees 
And listen to that droning deep 
Dwindling on the edge of sleep 
To a casual shadowy sigh 
Like silence breathing audibly ; 
Hear so oft each waterfall 
That you hear them not at all ; 
And to let the soft blue sky 
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THE KINGDOM OF DELIGHT. 23 

Feed on your uplifted eye. 

Just to feel but hardly see 

Green boughs moving lazily ; 

Just to feel but hardly hear 

Torrents foaming somewhere near ; 

Just to know by airs that shake 

Rustling leaves you are awake ; 

Just to dozing almost sink 

Into slumber, just to think 

What a luxury of thought 

Tis to bask and hardly think of aught. 

One part of the isle is trod 

By each ancient Grecian god, 

Where they've lived in quiet ease 

Since men drove them from the seas, 

From the brooks and glens and fountains. 

From the mists and streams and mountains, 
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24 THE KIX<;D0M OF DEUiiHT, 

From all green and shady places 

Which they brightened with their faces ; 

From the caverns near the beach 

Which once throbbed with their sweet speech. 

When they all were frightened out 

By the peering eyes of doubt, 

They began to moan to me 

At their loss of liberty. 

And I soothed their faint despair, 

Whispering ** Ye creatures fair 

Hasten o'er this roughening sea 

Piloted by Poesy 

To mine island's green recess 

Hungering for your loveliness. 

It has bluer skies than these, 

Whiter foam and purpler seas ; 

There the stars that slide through spf.c3 
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THE Kingdom of delight. 25 

Will protect your gentle race 
And let down sweet -smelling dew 
From their urns of light and blue. 
Hasten then, away ! away ! 
Down the beaming path of day, 
Till ye reach my fairy isle 
Yearning for your glowing smile." 
And they hastened every one 
Down the gold tracks of the sun. 
And their starry sweet mild eyes 
Glittered with a quick surprise 
When they paused in middle air 
Glancing o'er mine island fair. 
There they dwell secure from harm 
Near a grove of shady palm, 
In pavilions faintly seen 
Fronting breadths of water green. 
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26 THE KINGDOM OF DELIGHT. 

The weak wavelets swilling there 
Are more creamy than elsewhere ; 
^ And the winds that thither roam 

Faint with scent and new-hlown foam ; 

And the blue ne*er leaves the sky ; 

Nor the fountain -tops run dry ; 

Nor the sunbows melt away 

From, the blue webs of the spray. 

Every morn they see afar 

Each leaf tasselled with a star, 

A large dewdrop full of light 

Quivering to take its flight 

In faint azure mist and die 

In the warmer blues of sky. 

Spots of living ecstacy, 

Floating founts of melody 

Seem the young larks in the sky. 
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THE KINGDOM OF DELIGHT. 2T 

Aod the isle at sunset hour 
Blooms out like a fragrant flower, 
Blushes like a bride when she 
Doffs her white robes bashfully, 
Blushes like her soft warm breast 
When she swoons in balmy rest. 
Till the island sliding slowly 
Into purple slumber holy 
Closes like a tired rose 
In a breathless faint repose. 
Then the nightingales' high shrilling 
Trembles into hushful thrilling, 
And each fountain's pensive tune 
Tinkles to the golden moon ; 
And the south wind furls its plumes. 
And the flowers shut their blooms 
In heavy clouded rich perfumes. 
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28 THE KINGDOM OF DELIGHT. 

When the sleepy dawn has ceased 
Blinking in the silent east 
Filled with quivers long and keen 
The young isle looks fresh and green 
Dripping from her bath of dew ; 
Then a gradual mist of blue 
Veils the wet hills and the sea 
And green banks, then suddenly 
Her gause raiment waved aside 
She bursts out with joy and pride, 
With her songs and light and foam. 
Glistening fountains and clear dome ; 
Tropic birds and butterflies ; 
Shifting shadows, changing dyes ; 
Water-brooks and sparry caves ; 
Purple melting in sea-waves ; 
Laburnums that can hardly hold 
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THE KINCiDOM OF DELIGHT. 29 

Countless censers of rich gold ; 
Orange-blossomed groves around 
Which bees hang with ceaseless sound 
Drowsed with scent and light and dew ; 
Yellow pansies plashed with blue ; 
Sleeky poppies of red silk ; 
Water-lilies white as milk ; 
Roses with their veils undone 
Fondled by the jealous sun ; 
Harebells opening with surprise 
Like an infant's moist blue eyes ; 
Violets ; forget-me-nots ; 
Cowslips with their inner spots ; 
And many unknown gorgeous blooms 
With burning cores in sultry glooms. 
But at noon She swims from sight 
In a flood of blinding light. 
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30 THE KINGDOM OF DELIGHT. 

Sometimes snowy limbs and arms 
Gleam among the dusky palms ; 
Sometimes from cool dark-green places 
Dazzle out calm beardless faces ; 
Sometimes near the cavemed rocks 
I catch glimpses of bright locks ; 
Sometimes a bold nymph will glide 
To a brooklet's pebbled side, 
Gather lilies and weave there 
Garlands for her shining hair. 
Tis an island young and fair 
With no rival anywhere, 
Tis the kingdom out of sight, 
The bright kingdom of delight. 
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THE KINGDOM OF DESPAIR. 

On a desolate dim shore 
Where frail shapes dwell evermore — 
Cold and dismal, sad and dreary, 
And where phantoms move aweary 
Or in circles sit and brood 
In the mournful solitude 
Stands an Image wild and grim 
Of most gruesome form and limb, 
Sculptored out of massive stone 
Visited by shades alone ; 
And its lidless sad eyes stare 
Vacant as the stagnant air ; 
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32 THE KINGDOM OF DESPAIR. 

And its visage darkly seen 
Speaks of visions that have been. 
But those visions^-where are they ? 
Call the past and bid it say ; 
They are scattered, none remain, 
Smitten by a shrouded pain 
And that Image stands alone 
Plunged in sorrow not its own. 
And for ever and for ever 
Like an overflowing river 
Never resting, never ending 
But for ever still descending 
Glide the shadowed spectres there 
Haunted by a wild despair ; 
Ghastly features sad and cold 
As the Image they behold ; 
Hearts as bloodless, cheeks as wan 
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THE KINliDOM OF DESPAIR. 33 

As the Thing they look upon ; 
And they never speak or sigh 
As they noiselessly drift by 
In a never ending train 
On their lonely path of pain. 
And for ever and for ever, 
Ceasing never, ceasing never, 
Roll deep sullen waves around 
That broad beach without a sound — 

Waves that burst without a foam, 

Black as their o'er-hanging dome ; 

Ebbing now with sluggish will, 

Now returning slow and chill 

To that horror-haunted shore 

Frowning darkly as before. 

What wise mortal can declare 

The strange things that slumber there ? 
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34 THE KINGDOM OF DESPAIR. 

What unsightly creatures swim 
In its waters cold and dim ? 
What abortions of old time 
Burrow in its mud and slime ? 
Poisonous, bloated, crab-like shapes 
Crawl in gangs around its capes — 
Stopping here and feeding there ; • 
Listening, crawling everywhere ; 
Searching every rotten weed 
With a frothing wild- eyed greed ; 
Fighting o'er a lump of scurf 
Or some fungus of the earth ; 
Thrusting up their writhing claws 
To their grinning fiend-like maws. 
And these horrid creatures wet 
With a thick unwholesome sweat 
Have most hideous banquets here 
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THE KINGDOM OF DESPAIR. 

On the poor drowned marineer. 
Down they hurry eagerly, 
Chittering all the way with glee ; 
They have smelt the tainted air 
From that body festering there. 
How they twitch their claws and pry 
Into each distorted eye. 
How they spit on him with spite 
As their nippers pinch and bite. 
How they strip him clean and bare, 
Leaving not a morsel there, 
Till they're gorged and all squat near 
Fleshless remnants with a leer. 
When the black waves near them roll 
Each will scoop himself a hole 
In the mudbanks and therein 
Sleep like an embodied sin. 
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Vo:eeIe>- are the wckves^ — ^ah me ! 

Never shriek of wild sea-oird 
O'er that lonelv waste is heard. 
It is silent as the shore 
Which it washes evermore. 
Never mortal ever saw 
That strange island without awe ; 
Never night and never day, 
All is wrapped in deep dismay. 
Sunless, moonless, starless ever 
Without change or touch of weather ; 
Heavy with a darkness deep, 
Haunted by a dreadful s'eep, 
Tis the region wild and bare. 
The weird kingdom of despair. 
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IN THE DEAD-HOUSE 

Stretched on a dripping slab of stone 
A sheeted harlot lies alone, 
Brought in last night from where she lay 
Among the mangroves near the bay. 
Without, the wrangling wind and rain 
Join battle on the window pane 
And jar the hush so deep and dread 
Within this chamber of the dead. 
I lift the sheet — God ! what a sight 
Lies stark and ghastly in the light : 
The face is black, the bosom bare, 
The eyes oh ! how they blindly stare 
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IN THE DEAD-HOUSE. 

With their last fixing of despair. 

Dear sister, as I gaze on thee 

I half divine thy history 

From when a blue-eyed bonny maid 

Thou groanedst beneath the wheels of tra4e 

To when an outcast without fear 

Thou daredst the leap that lands thee here. 

The work a comely youth began 

Was hastened by a crafty man 

And others joining pushed thee down 

And advertized thee to the town, 

Till turning from thee satisfied 

They shrewdly let thee drop aside : — 

Like some spring blossom fresh with dew 

I dally with an hour or two 

But when its delicate colours fade 

Through my hot grasp, its part is played ; 
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IN THE DEAD-HOUSE. 39 

I love its beauty ; that is all, 
When that is gone I let it fall 
On the hard street without a thought 
Since bunches of them can be bought. 
And human flowers, too, are not dear. 
Why, hundreds are placed every year 
For wealthy customers to choose 
And drop when they have spoilt their hues 
To fade in gutters or drift here. 
How can the secret trade be dull 
When richer blooms more beautiful, 
And buds just conscious of their flower 
Are culled for market every hour 
That some fastidious connoisseur, 
Bejecting those that seem impure. 
Might with his pampering influence 
Tarnish their flattered innocence. 
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Tis not the wild -flower of the field. 
Its common coarseness is its shield, 
But some rare growth that can unfold 
A wealth of precious bells of gold, 
That furnished with no other charm 
But its own beauty against harm 
Is pillaged by the passer-by 
Because it strikes at once his eye. 

But thou, poor withered human flower, 

Hath somehow slipped from out man's pow6r> 

No more shalt thou through thoroughfares 

Parading hawk thy damaged wares. 

Or glance aside with listless look 

At some rough woman's harsh rebuke, 

Or strive with cheating paint to be 

A comely, street, commodity. 
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IN THE DEAD-HOUSE. 41 

Tis hard to think the funeral pall 
Dropped o*er thy drama ends it all, 
Since if the Power that works unseen 
Behind each shifting painted screen 
Will not redress in some far sphere 
Thee for those wrongs inflicted here, 
Then in some-wise tis less than we 
Poor, pitying, crushed humanity — 
But hush ! that cannot, cannot be. 

We know that Truth, unknown, unseen. 
Behind the apparent is, has been ; 
That Nature — visions nothing worth 
Stole into us before our birth 
And took possession of each sense 
To use them in her own defence, 
Lest we remembering whence we came 
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42 IN THE DEAD-HOUSE. 

And that Truth, should put her to shame 
And sli^piiig back unto our Sire 
Prove her a useless blundering liar. 
Hence, of that state to which we go 
What e'er we think we nothing know, 
For everywhere the visions spread 
To mock us mourning for our dead 
While darts the shuttle with the thread 
That weaves the winding web of woe. 

The world pays homage to each saint 
Whose ideal faces painters paint. 
Who consecrated all their days 
With deeds to give their Master praise, 
Assoiled from all but one offence — 
The guilt of too much innocence. 
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IN THE DEAD-HOUSE. 43 

Pair lilies of humanity 

From fiery passion coldly free, 

Not lusty roses red like thee 

Who never thought of their good Lord, 

Who (so He said) should them reward, 

But helped his creatures great and small 

Because they suffered ; that was all ; 

Because in spite of thy red star 

Thou hadst compassion nought could mar 

For bird and beast and every thing 

Man dooms to needless suffering. 

Greater than they since thy kind deeds 

Sprang from thy heart, theirs from their creeds 

I can behold by fancy's aid 

A lover that with thee did trade, 
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Just entering with as grave a face 

As he deems needful for this place, 

1 brought hither by a freak of thought 

To see what body bad been brought, 

Rumour of which he'd heard somew^here 

While loitering in the thoroughfare, 

And thinking — it is something new 

To see the morgue and a body too, 

With morbid curiosity, 

Yet dreading what he's come to see 

He saunters up to look at thee. 

One hurried recognizing glance. 

Then starting with pale countenance 

He fascinated stands and stares 

And takes it all in unaw^ares. 

While life-like pictures of the past 

Drive through his memory thick and fast : 
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Again he breathes the strong perfume 
That burdened as with clouds thy room ; 
Again he sees thee half undressed, 
Thy breasts like fruit together pressed ; 
Again he trembles with excess 
Of joy at thy warm loveliness — 
Then with a shock they are dispersed 
And cold and bald and cruelly keen 
Beats back upon his brain this scene 
More real than it seemed at first, 
With loathing of himself and thee 
To be etched in his memory. 

The rain drifts off with drifting day 
And sullen shadows weird and grey 
Creep blindly o'er the horror here 
And blurring hang about its bier. 
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A cold damp air steals from the ground ; 
A dreadful hush prevails around ; 
And peering I discern within 
Dim bottles ranged along the shelves 
Monstrosities that seem to grin 
And gloat o'er their own hideous selves, 
And in a corner partly hid 
By mummied shapes a coffin lid. 
The doleful light becomes more dim ; 
The gruesome scene becomes more grim 
^nd weighs upon each aching sense 
That yielded to its influence ; 
And looking down again on thee 
Poor corpse, I shrink instinctively : 
A something I can feel not see 
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Is present in this place with me — 
I turn abruptly, drop the sheet, 
And swiftly pass into the street. 
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THE SPHINX. 

Once more I wake — the night has pitched her camp 

And all her countless sentinels around 

Are signalling from the endless plains of heaven. 

The moon hangs dreaming from her gliding car. 

time, years, ages without pause, 

No tidings yet ? or are ye voiceless still ? 

Or have ye all forgotten I am here ? 

Forgotten ? nay ! I am a part of ye, 

Still must ye sweep and I must watch alone, 

While ages seem to crumble into hours, 

Till I have lost all record of my birth. 

And wherefore I am here, a lonely shape. 
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i. 

Have I not heard great uproars on these sands ? 

But they are gone and I must watch alone ; 

They came in pomp and disappeared in dreams. 

Have I not seen in the tremendous past 

Colossal hosts of giants camped around ? 

Then like a mist I slept within myself. 

There was a wild disorder in the heavens ; 

A rush of orbs and half- extinguished worlds ; 

The fall of empires and the roar of waves ; 

Then darkness swooped and swallowed all in gloom ; 

Then a deep hush — and I beheld no more. 

I slept again while ages swept around. 

But though in sleep I was not unaware 

That grand events grouped on my flats of sand : 

A crowd of shapes impalpable and swift, 

And wild unearthly shadows fraught with dreams 

Like dusky clouds came streaming past my form. 
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I felt them pass and yet I knew them not : 
Mere portions of the transient thing? of earth. 
Not of the grand Eternal — let them pass. 
I have no part with perishable shapes. 
I hold communion with the fiery sun 
Trailing his tresses of gold through the sky ; 
The slow large wandering glances of the moon ; 
The glittering outposts of the troops of night ; 
The infant dawn that struggles with the mist. 

When I awoke it was a summer eve — 
Now days and ages are alike to me : 
Sometimes a day seems stretched into an age ; 
Sometimes an age seems shrunk into a day ; 
I take no he3d of Time, nor Time of me, 
For we are ea3h apart yet still the same : 
Time is eternal motion not so I — 
My sphere is an eternity of rest ; 
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Time laughs at men and empires, I, at Time ; 

r 
And yet a sacred covenant we hold — 

Tha great unbroken harmony of peace. 

When I awoke it was a summer eve : 

One of those nights when floating full and bright 

The moon brims o'er with silver till she faints 

With an excess of splendour — all was hushed. 

I saw a tent, some camels, and a man 

Robed in a flowing garment seated near 

The ruins of a temple in the shade 

Of solemn palms, beyond him in the pure 

Fresh moonlight spread the broad unshadowed sands 

Spectral and vast and lonely as the sky. 

I saw them all till the soft moonlight died ; 

The faint east kindled then I saw no more. 

How long I slept I know not though it must 
Have been for a great multitude of years. 
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I cannot tell what happened in my sleep ; 

I kept no record of all outward things ; 

I scarce remembered that my steadfast eyes 

Still watched the east and all its workings there. 

I only felt an awful hush upon me — 

A blind intense stagnation from without 

That girt me round with visions and black dreams 

Reeling upon me without end or aim. 

There was no change, no hope, no tide, no time. 

The sky was there and yet I knew it not ; 

The sun was there and yet I felt it not ; 

The moon was there and yet I saw it not : 

The barren desert with its scorching sands, 

And all the apparitions of the clouds. 

Were swallowed up in blank inanity. 

At last I woke with something of relief 
And with thjB freshness of my early days ; 
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And I beheld the sands great winds had blown 

In mounded heaps round my tremendous base 

Fall suddenly back — a whirling wilderness. 

Strange hollow booming unlike any sound 

That I had heard shook my gigantic frame. 

My kingdom rocked ; dread simooms drave the sands ; 

Caverns that beat with hurricanes of fire 

Thundered and belched sheets of white heaving flame 

Full on the flanks of my unyielding form. 

The phantoms fled and staring at the sands 

The sun was up in his meridian tower 

And sultriness lay heavy on the plain. 

There was a hum upon my desert home 

Now thronged with tents that flung their banners out ; 

And I beheld a multitude of men 

Kobed in dark blue in battle line drawn up 

On camels some and some on prancing steeds ; 
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When suddenly ten thousand trumpets smote 
The yielding air with clangour till it reeled, 
Like a simoom that valourous host swept past. 
And I heheld another host of men 
Turbaned and garbed in floating robes like clouds, 
Whose chargers seemed a portion of themselves 
As streaming past they dashed upon their foes. 
The armies met and the whole desert shook, 
And all the sand rushed up and cloaked them in. 
Now rang the steel and the shrill cries of men : 
While ghastly figured in the drifting smoke 
Men tossed aloft their banners and their swords. 
Still fiercer grew the battle and more loud 
The deafening peal of trumpet and of drum. 
The sky was red and all the sands glared red 
And clouds hung tVixt the desert and the sky 
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Dyed with the flood of crimson in the sky 
And with the red reflection from the sands. 
They battled on till darkness caught from view 
The vanquished and the vanquisher alike. 
Tremendous dreams of battles long ago : — 
Innumerable armies marching back 
To blasts of blaring trumpets, clash of targe, 
And rumbling loud of brazen chariots, 
With waving trophies, captives mannacled 
To phalanx triumphant, with all the pomp 
Barbaric monarchs loved after the harsh 
Sonorous clanging of exulting war — 
Crowded in stormy gusts of memory. 
Ten thousand dreadful battles raged within : 
Cities were sacked, whole armies swept away 
And proud unyielding empires shattering fell — 
The visions fled and I looked forth again. 
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The scene now shifted and my steadfast eyes 
Beheld the vision of the things to come, 
A glorious dream vouchsafed to me alone — 
Dead Egypt's soul memoralised in stone. 
The lonely desert vanished and a clime 
Peopled with fine enchantments, soft blue airs, 
And happy beings beautiful and mild 
Basking in golden sunshine, spread around. 
The scathing sand-drifts scorched not any more 
My stubborn base t'was rooted mid cool flowers : 
Large languid lilies — the very air seemed dense 
Around their snowy beauty, roses too. 
And many other incense teeming things 
Fearless and fresh with first dews of the dawn. 
The grotesque grots were prodigal of sound : 
Low hum and fairy harping, lisping shells 
Scattered like rainbows on the golden sand, 
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Faint noise of timid runlets fluttering near. 

The azure air made music out of leaves 

And dainty drops of dimpled dew ; the clime 

O'erflowed with all the twinkling lights and hues, 

Sounds of serenest touch of earth and sky : 

Lullabies of waterfalls, siren songs. 

And hollow notes produced I know not how. ' 

And near green groves of olive, palm and fig. 

Columns of whitest foam enkindling stars. 

Hoarse rumbling of slow cataracts, the low 

Sweet slumbrous fountains and the keen shrill hiss 

Of sloping rivulets issuing to the sea — 

Built up a slow deep -breathed harmony. 

It was a witching place — brooks, glens and vales, 

Mountains of purple, meadows all alive 

With buds and blooms and butterflies and bees. 

I gazed and felt a sudden exaltation 
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Because I knew those passions were no more 

Which men call sin for love had vanquished them. 

Once more I saw the vision fade away 

And though I yearned with an intense desire 

I never viewed its loveliness again ; 

But round me spread unbounded and the same 

The broad unpeopled desert dumb with heat. 

The dying sun wrapped in his shroud of fire 
Rules with a glance his empire to the last 
And takes his glory with him ; stars steal out ; 
The moon suspended in the wind-swept sky 
Seems like a priceless jewel gleaming on 
Night's purple mantle dusted o'er with gold ; 
Clouds form and fade in silence ; tremors faint 
Frisk round the verge of darkness when the morn 
Vaults from the naked shoulders of the sun 
And pulsates in habiliments of gold. 



Digitized by 



Google 



THE SPHINX. 69 

All have their silent labours each in turn, 

My solemn realm alone disdains to work, 

Stretching around in level leagues where death 

Alone dares dwell in company with me. 

And still I watch and still the ages sweep 

And still must sweep and I shall watch the same. 

Fresh races and new empires take the place 

Of my once peopled kingdom for a time 

Then crumble up and they are known no more. 

The night is waning and the orient morn 
Wades through the purple channels of the east. 
The sun is spreading his large wings of fire. 
A drowsy murmur hangs about my home. 
The yellow sunbeams like a swarm of bees 
Alight on my calm forehead and creep down 
My stalwart neck to gild me as with gold. 
Once more I sleep and when I awake again 
The perishing of man shall be my theme. 
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TO MY INCOMPARABLE LADY. 

Dear lady, if I dedicate to thee 

These busy thoughts that thou hast waked in me, 

That bee-like cluster round my hived brain, 

Angrily buzzing to be at work again. 

To make a store -house of my foolish mind 

For such sweet stuff as honey seekers find, 

I trust thou wilt my recklessness forgive 

And spurn not back the sweetmeats they will give. 

They are too weak to be cast out as yet, 

To drag the air for treasures with a net. 

To snatch the stars for bracelets and ensnare 

A flight of sunbeams to enrich thy hair. 
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They would ransack the casket of the sky 

For precious jewels to attract thine eye, 

Thrill with hot kisses the cold lips of night 

Till her dull cheeks blushed roses with delight 

And men came forth to learn what it might mean, 

To get the truth and crown thee as their queen — 

Were they equipped with more than insect wings 

Wasting their strength with feeble llutterings. 

But now, alack, they discontented pine 

About thy cheeks — those lilies drenched in wine ; 

Explore the dipping dimple of thy chin 

And start the coiled up Cupid tucked within ; 

Swarm to thy mouth to grapple and to sip 

Whatever moisture sweetens thy red lip ; 

Hang in thy breath for odour to support 

Their working wings — of brain -bread they are short ; 

Rove through thy locks and balance on each thread, 

Creep into curls for snugness and a bed ; 
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Coax the vexei Cupi I thai doth pel aad frown 
At their rash Tentare not to trejul them down ; 
Then ham damh nothings in thv careless ear. 
Or filch the sHver from a shining tear ; 
Aching for me that mv poor spirit's sky 
Can not shower riches to approach thee hy. 
See, lady, what weak bahhle of the brain — 
What empty froth disperses from my strain. 
What idle tattle has become my part 
Since thy bright looks made target of my heart. 
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Look at this jewel of mine 

Sparkling with sapphirine of blue, 
Crimson and green that vanish as shine 

Soft serene lights as of dew, 
Steady and clear ; now turn it and lo. 

It burns with a sunset glow. 

Look at this statue of mine 

Waiting with eloquent grace 

For the warmth of a hand divine 

To flush its white limbs and face, 

To thrill it to beauty complete 

Down from the head to the feet. 
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MY LADY. 



Look at this lady of mine 

^ Full of perfection and love, 
Where statue and jewel combine 

With the finishing touch from above, 
As now she doth hitherward glide 

Trailing her purples with pride. 



Digitized by 



Google 



LOVE RAPTURES. 

Under this dark blue dome, 

Alone with the stars and sea, 
Near a girdle of crumpled foam 

We wander in childish glee. 
I a monarch of dreams. 

Thou a queen of romance, 
Treading the shores of a land that seems 

Half swathed in a magic trance ; 
Thou with thy soft dark eyes 

Fleecy with silky fire, 
I with tremors and rapturous sighs, 

Darts and thrills of desire. 
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Oh ! the glory of this, 

Far from the world to be, 
To mingle and tingle and kiss 

And tremble with ecstasy ; 
With only the sky's good fellowship 

To witness the pang when we part, 
The meeting of lip with lip 

And the beating of heart with heart. 
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MAGICAL MOMENTS. 

Casting off his fleetness spins the setting sun, 
And one faint star signals " weary day is done.'*" 
Let us sit down here, love, in this quiet place. 
Thou to watch the sunset I thy radiant face. 
Splashes in the west there — is it not a sign 
That the flirting Hebe spills her master's wine ? 
See, some stars are winking and from the lagoon 
Like a bubble golden swells the ponderous moon. 
How the frangipanni oppresses all the gloom ; 
What a heavy richness hangs o*er every bloom. 
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How the falling languor steeps in sleep each tree ; 
What a drowsy splendour glows with warmth in thee : 
In thine eyes' dark azure with the love-lights there, 
In the clouded incense of thy heavy hair. 
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FLORENCE. 

There is a wondrous Paradise 

Where song birds crowd the trees, 
O'er-canopied by glorious skies 

And washed by purple seas ; 
Where mild and sinless creatures 

More white than moonlit foam, 
With sweet seraphic features, 

Have made their happy home. 
There lulled by falling water, 

By flute notes lightly blown, 
I wooed the king's young daughter 

With many a plaintive moan. 
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I won her not by pleading, 

Beseeching yearns and sighs, 
But by her swift soul reading 

T^he words that left mine eyes. 
And now by nymphs attended. 

To harpstrings' trembling tone. 
In raiments rich and splendid, 

Each on a golden throne, 
We reign in bliss together 

Above dark toil and care, 
Calm as our clime's calm weather 

Of bright blue burning air. 
Our sceptres, who can hold them ? 

Our crowns, what w^eight are they ? 
Our trappings, who can fold them ? 

What subjects own our sway ? 
love, I now dethrone thee, 
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Cast my bright robes aside, 
Dismiss my dreams and own thee, 

My blue-eyed peerless bride. 
No queen in royal splendour 

With features proudly calm 
But Florence warm and tender 

Leans on my folding arm. 
What bliss to feel her pressing 

My hand in her sweet way ; 
To watch her lids caressing 

Her lustrous eyes all day. 
No goddess crowned with Howers 

All breathless with delight ; 
No Paradisal bowers ; 

No courtiers robed in white ; 
No harp strings lightly shaking ; 

No flute notes softly blown ; 
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No wavelets brightly breaking ; 

No falling water-tone ; 
For far above all treasures, 

All visions far above 
Are childhood's simple pleasures 

And simple childhood's love- 
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Lifted up in golden glory 

By a wise enchanter's wand, 
Shone the palace of my story 

Shedding beauty o'er the land. 
From five towers of white marble 

Banners streamed in rich array, 
Where glad birds were heard to warble 

All the long slow, sleepy day. 
When the sun threw off his fleetness 

On the dim horizon's bound, 
Voices of unrivalled sweetness 

Filled the drowsy air around. 
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Drooping softly, sinking lightly 

That sweet singing moved away, 
As fair Vesper shining brightly 

Lighted down the bier of day. 
Then from out the heavens holy 

Flushes of warm crimson light. 
Sliding soft as melancholy 

Ushered in the slumbrous night. 
Then within the eastern tower, 

Flashing on from nave to nave 
In a large and golden shower, 

Magic lights burst like a wave. 
Boiling on they shot and quivered 

Lighting up the central dome, 
Where a fragrant fountain shivered 

Cataracts of falling foam. 
T hen within pearl-roofed recesses — 
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For the wizard willed it so, 
Maidens fair with golden tresses 

Sang to music breathing low. 
Radiant eyes as clear as morning 

Sparkled gayly in the light ; 
And through robes their forms adorning 

Blushed their limbs all rosy white. 
It was but a realm of glory 

Fashioned in the mind's domain, 
Never will there shine in story 

Realm more beautiful again. 
But alas ! one evil hour 

Oppressed the soft enamoured air, 
Sapped the wise enchanter's power 

And muttered that dread word '* despair." 
Then the air grew warm and warmer 

And the frightened music died ; 
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Then the fount <^rew calm and calmer 

And the quick lights quenched their pride ; 

Until suddenly with thunder 

The sea-green turf opened wide ; 

The palace rocked — hands drew it under 
There for ever to abide. 
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SUNSET. 

The weary wind is slumbering on the wing. 
Leaping from out meek twilight's purpling blue 
Burns the proud star of eve as though it knew 
It was the big king jewel quivering 
On the black tarban of advancing night. 
In the dim west the soldiers of the sun 
Strike all their royal colours one by one, 
Eeluctantly surrender every height. 
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LONELINESS. 

Oh ! would that I were with thee 

Wherever thou mayst be, 
Without thee life is dreary, 

For thou wert all to me. 
The fresh green herbs and flowers 

That in our garden grew, 
Bereft of thy bright presence. 

Are losing every hue. 
Thy horse, I see him daily. 

Draws near when I go by ; 
My heart aches at the wistful 

Dumb language of his eye. 
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Thy pet birds seem neglected 
And hardly sing at all ; 
And Hector mutely watching, 
Yawns wearily at my call. 
The avenues of poplars 

Protect thy favourite seat, 
With soft pathetic voices 

They murmur for thee, sweet. 
The patient sad-eyed oxen ; 

The slim, shy, gazing deer ; 
The peacocks near the terraces ; 

The tame ducks on the mere — 
Are listening, waiting, yearning 

With a dumb distressful pain 
For their mistress* caresses 
And her carolling again. 
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Where'er I turn I miss thee 

In garden, park, and hall ; 
I've stood and watched for hours 

Thy painting on the wall. 
I see thee in my slumher 

Serene and calm and bright, 
With a coronal of lilies, 

In raiments loose and white. 
Thy countenance is graver 

Than it was wont to be ; 
Thine eyes more deep and pensive 

Than when they beamed on me. 
I stretch my arms towards the 3, 

Thou slowly fad'st away; 
And moaning I awaken 

To yearn for thee all day. 
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THE SPIRIT'S FLIGHT. 

I hear delicious wafts of song 

From angels clothed in white ; 
And gracious shadows round me throng 

That fill the room with light. 

Clear blissful visions come and go 
With odour fresh and faint ; 

And hovering near in robes like snow 
Smiles my beloved saint. 

Large choral bursts of music sound ; 

I fold my palms in prayer ; 
I'm lightly lifted from the ground ; 

I'm floating in the air. 
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The room is fading from my sight ; 

Cool fingers touch my cheek ; 
And lovely forms serenely bright 

Float with me calm and meek. 

I hear their voices soft and sweet : 
** Dear brother, do not fear ; 

Your other saint you soon shall greet 
Within her shining sphere.** 



Digitized by 



Google 



THE POET. 

The poet sows his goodly seed 

Along the tracts of wrong ; 
And clasps around each kingly deed 

The trappings of his song. 
New tidings of old truths he spreads 

From jaded clime to clime. 
The ceaseless spinning of the threads 

That weave the robes of Time 
Is heard on that colossal height 

On which he sits alone, 
Undazzled by the blinding light 

That streams from the unknown. 
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THE THROSTLE. 

Atop of the elder tree 

Flurried with feathers and wings 
A throstle empties his heart of glee, 

Twinkles his eye and sings : — 
** The skies they are blue, they are blue ; 

Look at me, look at me, look at me '* ; 
Yes, little madcap I do 

For my spirit dances with thee 
Alive with a thousand wings ; 

Like a harp of unnumbered strings 
It trembles and thrills with thee. 

With thee, with thee, with thee — 
Frolicsome imp of feathers and wings 

It trembles and thrills with thee ; 
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Full of the morning gold and dew 

And summer's soft unbreathing blue 

It shakes with excessive glee ; 

Brimming with light from such clear skies 

As might have curtained Paradise 
It carols with thee, with thee, 

Atop of the elder tree. 
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A WINTER MOONLIGHT SCENE. 

As lovely as the landscape of a dream 

This moonlight scene in calm unruffled show 

Sleeps on the eye embosomed in pure snow. 

The murmurs have departed from yon stream 

Into the soul of silence, and t* would seem 

As though the very hills themselves do grow 

Into the slumber of the vale below 

That bashful lies betwixt their heights supreme* 
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TO CUPID. 

Sunshine streaming on thine hair 
Finds a brighter sunshine there ; 

And thy dimpled chin's recess 
Is a glen of loveliness. 

Who can paint thy happy eyes ? 

Pools filled at the brimming skies 
Where thy thoughts go gliding through 

Depths of living light and blue. 

Timid fawn and twinkling bee 

Restless never were like thee ; 

Come, sweet, fold thy plumes and rest 
In the yearning of my breast. 
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THE SOUTH SEA ISLANDER. 

Far away in the coral sea-isles 

That glisten like gems in the sea ; 
Where a tropical sun ever smiles 

On groves of the cocoa-nut tree ; 
Where the beautiful warm sleepy waters 

Bise and sink with the blue of the tides 
Bask the good-humoured mothers and daughters. 

The mirth-loving lovers and brides. 
Their life is a circle of pleasure ; 

They hunt, fish, lounge at their ease ; 
Their freedom is their only treasure ; 

Food falls from the full -fruited trees. 
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They know not the sin and the sorrow 

That hang round these kennels of ours ; 
They live for to-day not to-morrow 

And drop off to sleep in their bowers. 
Till we the selfish and cruel 

By pressure of presents and lies 
Rob them of their only jewel — 

The freedom of earth's Paradise. 
How their hearts must thrill with emotion 

At thoughts of their purple-washed home 
Where they slept on the breast of the ocean 

And paddled about in its foam. 
How they silently cling to each other, 

Outcasts in an alien land ; 
How I pity each poor dark-skinned brother 

That meets me for I understand. 
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FAIRYLAND. 

I haunt the fountain's magic brim 

Whore drowsy foam-bells tinkle 
To nymphs that sleek with glossy limb 

Kach saucy dew-lipped wrinkle. 
1 watch the lights that glance and gleam 

Shot from the cascade's glory ; 
1 wander near tbo rapid stream 

That darts along with light and scMig 
Near caverns dark and hoary. 

Now coy nymphs peep from lidded sleep 
And cast on me shy glances ; 

And near yon rill a daffodil 
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With its own shadow dances. 

A sudden bell tolls the death knell 
Of all my sweet romances ; 

Once more ah me ! reality 
Dissolves my fairy fancies. 
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MEMORIAL STANZAS 

ON THE DEATH OF A. C, AGED SIX. 

The tiny maid had locks like gold ; 

And large round eyes divinely blue 
"Whose pupils swam like black nymphs bold 

Within two azure wells of dew ; 
But since her soul was robed in white 

Those sunny eyes have quenched their light. 

** Ashes to ashes, dust to dust." 

** He giveth his beloved sleep." 
God, in thee we meekly trust, 

Forgive us if tis sin to weep ; 
Lo, here we stand with drooping head 

Refusing to be comforted. 
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We can but trust, for Thou art wise 

And taketh those whom Thou hath blest, 

That somewhere in yon distant skies 
Thou giveth Thy beloved rest ; 

With Thee the life, the joy, the bloom ; 
With us the dead, the grief, the tomb. 

Thou canst not err nor be unjust ; 

Thou watcheth Thy beloved flock. 
And cleanseth their fair limbs from dust 

And leadst them to the living rock 
Whence gush the heavenly streams of light 

And washeth them till they are white. 
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DIRGE ON THE FUNERAL OF PRESIDENT 
CARNOT. 

Blow tmmpets, blow, as moamfully and slow 
Winds on the long procession ti^rough the street 
With solemn tread of feet. 
Breathe, soiil, a dirge of sighs 
For him who lies 
Unconscious of this passing show ; 
For weeping children and a mourning wife ; 

For him who did despise 
All means to a great end save the assassin's knife ; 
For those — the wiseless wise 
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DIRGE ON THE FUNERAL OF PRESIDENT 95 
CARNOT. 

Who pluck the feathers from the wings that grow 

From out a truth hatched in the nest of crumbled 
centuries. 
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LIFE'S BATTLE. 

Life*8 8acred fires within Ms bum 

Untrammelled by our will ; 
And mysteries where'er we turn 

Make light of all our skill. 

And yet we feel what e'er our fate 

That we are more than dust ; 
And they are wise that calmly wait 

And all their doubts distrust. 

There's wisdom in — I do not know ; 

And strength in self-control ; 
And every shock is but a blow 

To hammer out the soul. 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



LIFE'S BATTLE. 97 

There are no camping grounds in life ; 

No truces, no repose ; 
From birth it is one savage strife 

With fierce relentless foes. 

The child, the bpy, the youth, the man 

Has each his battle-field ; 
And he must fight as best he can — 

To parley is to yield. 

Take cheer, brave hearts, where'er ye fight ; 

The Marshal placed you there ; 
Ye ever battle in His sight ; 

He knows what ye can bear. 
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LIFE'S LESSON. 

Tread^thou the path to higher heights 
Than those thy feet have trod ; 

By heavy toil-tracks not by flights 
The spirit reaches God. 

;Strive for an orbed mind, compact 

And fit to dwell alone 
With great men's thoughts that may act 

For greatness on thine own. 

But as thy faculties unfold 

Take heed lest thou grow proud 

And worship knowledge just as gold 
Is worshipped by the crowd. 
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"Weigh well thy words before thou speak 

Of doubt unto thy friend ; 
Be charitable, grave, and meek 
' Yet ready to defend 

The good against the powers of ill ; 

Be slow to chide or blame ; 
Develop all thy latent will 

And nobly use the same. 

Do well thy work whate'er it be ; 

Be patient to the end ; 
Fear not his dull world's enmity, 

Thou hast a mighty friend. 

Yea, act thy part though hard it be ; 

Be pure and grandly calm, 
And spirits shall watch over thee 

And lead thy steps from harm. 
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CHILDHOOD. 

In childhood I would pore for hours 

0*er meadow thoughts disguised as flower* 
And splendours would descend in showers. 

But now I*m grudged grown worldly wise 

The power that lurks in childhood eyes 
To strip those thoughts of their disguise. 

I somehow lack strive as I will 

My far off childhood's wizard skill ; 
Those lustrous splendours baulk me still. 
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THE MEETING. 

I met her in the crowded street ; 
Her bright ©yes glancing o'er the crush 
■Thrilled my roused soul with such brave heat 
As caused my careless thoughts to blush. 

Her angel form so full of grace ; 
Such heavenly light, such dreams divine ; 
;Such rapture slumbered in her face — 
Her very shadow seemed to shine ! 

In one brief flight my swift thoughts fed 

On lilies white and violets blue . 

And tasted of the roses red 

"That in her young cheeks bloomed and grew. 
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And DOW, alick, no meaDer Care 
Than banqTiets such as she can give 
Will teiLpC them to the light and air 
From those darit cells in which thej live. 
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TO 

Near showers of molten jewels thrown 

By the quick glad waves of the sea 
I sit on the soft warm sands alone 

And silently yearn for thee. 

I think of thy beautiful form and face ; 

Thy soft tones tender and low ; 
Thy calm imperial languorous grace ; 

Thine eyes with their splendid glow- 

The swimming purple rich and deep ; 

Green hills and the breaker's foam ; 
The murmuring sea winds half asleep, 

And the white clouds wandering home — 
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Hang on my heart with a weary weight 

And stif e its weary moan ; 
Remind me how dark and desolate 

My lonely life has grown. 

And thou — oh ! wherefore didst thou smite 

My only defenceless part ? 
Thou surely couldst not find delight 

In wounding an innocent heart ? 

But hush ! poor heart, thy moaning cease ; 

Be patient, calm and brave ; 
A little while and thy share of peace 

Shalt thou have in the silent grave. 
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NE'ER AGAIN. 

Ne'er again, love, ne'er again 

Shall I slumber and find rest 

From the thoughts that give me pain. 
Pillowed on thy charmed breast. 

Ne'er again, love, ne'er again 
Shall I waken at thy touch ; 

It is weakness to complain ; 

But I miss thee oh ! so much. 



Digitized by 



Google 



WAITING. 

Weary of fighting a rebel that lives in my troubled 
breast, 

Weary of sickness and pain and a dumb soul sobbing^ 
for rest, 

I cry unto thee, beloved, for whom I have waited 
and sought. 

For whom my soul carves jewels and noble statues of 
thought. 

I yearn, I tarry for thee afar from the clamouring- 
throng. 

To embroider and dress thy name in the loose flow- 
ing vestures of SDig. 

Come with thy beautiful angel -face with its sleeping 
sound and light. 

With thine innocent limbs so soft and round, so 
tender and warm and white ; 

And my spirit now huddled in gloom shall soar from 
its cell to sinof 
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And dally with skyey tints and shades like a, 
rapturous lark in spring, 

And my songs shall be white and pure through 
which thy name shall glow 

And kindle each verse with intense light like flashes, 
of fire through snow. 

Oh ! I am weak indeed, no succour or love from 
without. 

Wrestling with rebels within and tracked by the 
hounds of doubt, 

Too proud to yield up the field though I stagger 
with wounds that bleed 

And cast around despairing eyes and yearn in my 

awful need- 
Yea, bitterly yearn and yearn whilst the weak wind 

croons in its flight 

And the sad rain plays monotonous tunes on the 
invisible strings of night — . 

O love, I am so faint with yearning and waiting for 
thee. 

And my life it is so dark that death oft whispers me 

To shake off this earth-soiled rag that chokes the 
spirit within, 
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To make an end of it all — of sorrow and sickness 
and sin — . 

Weary of fighting a rebel that will clamour and have 
no rest 

Till I sleep in the cold hard grave or swoon on thy 
soft warm breast 

I cry unto thee, O beloved, with a wild imploring 
cry 

To kindle this drooping soul of mine with the light 
of thy splendid eye. 
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THE PASSING OF YOUNG POETS. 

j 

I had a vision in the hush of night : 

i 

Methought I saw the youthful bards go by ' 

Robed in dark purple to their mountain height ; 
Let me describe that noble company. 

First Byron passed as in his early days 

Ere his ungovernable soul of pride 

Shot up like a volcanic peak ablaze 

And poured its fiery torrents far and wide. ^ 
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Then with Hyperion curls luxurious Keats 
Fre3h from the glamorous glades of old romance, 
With lips still stained with delicious sweets 
And lazy- lidded eyes of drowsy glance. 

Then ideal Shelley with quick spirit eyes — 

That dazzling shape with ruffled wings half grown 

Who leaped the barriers of the quaking skies 

And burst with sudden dream-gusts on th'unknown. 

Then with dishevelled locks and supple frame 
An eager stripling fluting woodland airs — 
Twas Gray that staggered through the porch of fame 
And with a cry died on the altar stairs. 

Then reckless, fierce, poor, cheated Cbatterton, 
As when with flattering hopes he did compete 
For lofty laurels that did lure him on. 
To find a sudden victory in defeat. 
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Then bursting into wild impassioned song 
That breaking off died into amorous sighs 
Eruptive Burns, big-limbed and tall and strong, 
With dagger thrusts of lightning in his eyes. 

Then Marlowe with imperious haughty tread, 
As though he heard the dj^ums' barbaric beat. 
And rumbling of the war-hosts charioted 
With tramping of innumerable feet. 

When Byron rolled his ih under peal on peal 
And Keats trailed out his long melodious moan. 
Did Shelley his soul's brilliancy reveal 
In sorceries of sound from worlds unknown. 

When rustic Gray sang, like a happy bird 
On some old bough green with the leaves of spring. 
Did Chatterton, his spirit quickly stirrei, 
Caress and frolic on eadht nimble string. 
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When Bums poured all the anguish of his heart* 
And thrilled the air with throstle lilts of song, 
Did royal Marlowe grandly play his part 
With clashing cymbal and deep-sounding gong» 
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THE HIDDEN SELF. 

All things are visions, nought abides 
But that which is, has ever been, 
Behind the apparent it presides,, 
Itself unknown, unseen. 

Within the hidden self lie all 
The various labours it has done. 
Before it cast this crumbling ball 
And forged that fading sun. 
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PLEASURES. 

As we move on to hashed Eternity 

Oar light aBrial pleasares pass away, 

Like myriads of merry sanlit ripples of the sea, 

Whose tiny trifles idly leap and play 

On the slow solemn currents all the day. 
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LIFE. 

The guests at life's carousal one by one 
Steal silently out before the wine is done, 
But others entering take their chairs and so 
The feast ne'er flags however they come and go. 



NIGHT— SILENCE. 

The patient stars are shining large and clear ; 
The crescent moon hangs like a tilted bowl ; 
So calm, so still, that I can almost hear 
Thoughts stirring in the chambers of my soul. 
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TO A RAINBOW. 

Thou art fraught with heavenly duty 
To the erring human race ; 

Thou art bright with more than beauty 
From the sun-god's large embrace. 



TO A SKYLARK. 

An impulse of pleasure, 
A wild wave of glee, 

In my bosom is swelling — 
Dear bird, tU from thee. 
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EPITAPH FOR W. E. 

A heart that felt another's woe ; 

A brain most swift to plan ; 
A soul too big to fear a foe ; 

In brief — a man. 



CHRIST. 



His treasured words were as sparks in the hearts of 
the lowly- wise 

To start a fire that burnt down myths as it travelled 
thro' centuries. 



TWILIGHT. 

The sun has sunk — the mountains now frown o'er 
This lovely vale they beautified before. 
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122 THE TWO WORLDS 

** Yon dazzling star is thine own dream of fame 
Which thine miagination paints so fair ; 
Yon earth, scorched by the thunder rack's red flame. 
Foreshows thy dream when blackened with despair." 
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MUSIC AND MOONLIGHT. 

How bright the mellow moonbeams quiver here, 
Searching their way among the odourous trees ; 
And list ! oh, list ! embosomed in the breeze 
Trembles a delicate murmur wandering near, 
Growing it bursts and blossoms into clear 
Kich full-blown strains of wondrous melodies — 
As though the moonlight touched th' invisible keys 
Of music, slumbering on the atmosphere. 
See ! how the moonlight feels the rapturous strain 
Swimming along its surface soft and low, 
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Its life seems quickened with a keener glow ; 

Hark ! how the moon-blanched, weird, still-hunger- 
ing main 

Sends with the burthen of its deep-drawn sighs 

J)reams of its vastness and old memories. 
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SHELLS AND FLOWERS. 

A group of shells forsaken by the main 

Lay slumbering on the broad unshadowed shore, 

With pleasant thoughts I gathered them and bore 

The treasure homeward gloating o'er my gain ; 

But when I heard the lonesome things complain, 

My soul was filled with yearning to restore 

The nurslings home. I journeyed out once more 

Unto the deep and flung them back again. 

I gathered then fresh lilies white as foam 

And spread their bloo ns in water to admire ; 
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But ah ! they languished for their soft blue dome 
Like those lone shells that murmured for their sire ; 
Sadly they drooped and rendered up all pride 
And yearning still for liberty, they died. 
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THE SPHINX. 

Alone upon the desert bleak and bare, 
Still gazing with thy melancholy eyes 
While ages sweep and empires sink and rise, 
Thy solemn Image stands, whose features wear 
The same fixed look thy sculptor carved there ; 
No shadow falls but what thy form supplies — 
Unchangeable as thy familiar skies 
And thine eternal kingdom of despair. 
Like visions by thine Image come and go 
A host of curious pilgrims from all lands 
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To disappear as ages swiftly flow ; 
And then the broad and ever-burning sands 
With solitude and thy still -steadfast face 
Break on our dreams of some forgotten race. 
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SATAN ALERT. 

Wild rumours of divinities o'erthrown 

By drawfs that nothing knew and yet were wiser^ 

Their home an earth-speck somewhere in the skies. 

Housed in^jo life the archfiend on his throne 

Where wrappei in baffling darkness, proud, alone^ 

With fiery thoughts ail marshalled in his eyes> 

He pondered o'er a mighty enterprise 

To wrestle back those glories once his own. 

He spreads his vasty wings and enters space, 

And steers his way through systems without end 
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'That travelling flash and thunder, singe his face 
And ponderous bulk and shoulders that extend 
•0*er vaulted leagues — a whirlwind as he passed 
Tossed all the stars like leaves tossed in a blast. 
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GRACE AT THE PIANO. 

List ! how the clear notes hurry where they please ; 
<Juickened with joy as lightly to and fro 

Her fairy fingers glancing swiftly go, 

Kindling with lire and frenzy all the keys. 

"The perfumed air seems shaken by a breeze ; 

The mellow lamps flash with a brighter glow ; 

As raptures upon raptures bursting flow 

With whirlwinds of consuming ecstacies : 

Swarming they fly but still behind there lingers 

A tingling sense of rapture in the room ; 
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I look and lo, the fever of her fingers 
Has suddenly flushed her features into bloom ; 
Silent she sits with meek uplifted eyes 
Seeming to watch the music as it dies. 
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WITHIN A CATHEDRAL. 

:Speak low ! our very breath disturbs the hush 
'That grows from out this venerable pile, 
Where sculptured saints and martyrs meekly smile, 
Where blazoned windows proudly bloom and blush ; 
But hark ! the peace is ravished by a rush 
*0f bursting harmony that rolls awhile 
Up the huge dome and down each echoing aisle 
'That heave and shake with the o'erwhelming gush. 
'The raptures die — the organ sinks it tone 
Into a brooding born of too much bliss ; 
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And every arch and column, every stone, 
The dizzy roof great anthems scarce coiild kiss ; 
The lights, the hues, the vast magnificence — 
Burden the mind with reverence intense. 



Digitized by 



Google 



MAUKICE DE GUERIN. 

The embodied soul of lightnings, winds, and seas ; 

A peal of bells archangels loved to ring ; 

A garrulous Greek centaur that did sing 

In modern woods and valleys at his ease ; 

A bower of fancies murmurous as bees ; 

An aviary of all the sounds of spring ; 

A magic furnace wherein everything 

Did kindle into golden melodies ; 

A wave of frenzy fastened and confined ; 

A sparkling bubble on life's turbid tide ; 
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A dream of spring fresh from the Eternal Mind ; 
A mosque where song was crowned and deified ; 
A tube blown through by an Olympian wind ; 
An angel bird that warbled, loved, and died. 
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JAMES THOMSON (B.V.), 
Author of ** The City of Dreadful Night." 

In that sad realm where all things move aghast 
I met the bard whose spirit did repair 
Unto that dreadful city of despair ; 
With a long train of phantoms he came last. 
I scrutinized him keenly as he passed : 
His face was pale with anguish, ploughed by care 
And solitary brooding — none moved there 
"Within whose brows such hopelessness was glassed. 
A phantom draped and hooded stood by me 
And stared with stern yet melancholy eyes 
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Till my limbs shook with an exceeding fear ; 
I heard an awful whisper '^ I am he 
That guards the portal of this realm of sighs ; 
I know thee not — how didst thou enter here ?' 
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MARLOWE. 

With Eastern banners flaunting in the breeze 
Royal processions, sounding fife and gong 
And showering jewels o'er the jostling throng 
March to the tramp of Marlowe's harmonies. 
He drained life's brimming goblet to the lees. 
He recked not that a compeer calm and strong 
Would tune great notes to his impassioned song- 
And top his cannonading lines with ease. 
To the wild clash of cymbals we behold 
The tragic ending of his youthful life : 
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The revelry of kisses bought with gold ; 
The jealous rival and the perilous strife ; 
A harlot weeping o'er a corpse scarce cold ; 
A scullion fleeing with a bloody knife. 
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